Wheels and Butterflies

known nothing* I went from medium to medium,
choosing by preference mediums in poor districts
where the questioners were small shopkeepers,
workmen, and workmen's wives, and found there
almost all that Lady Gregory had recorded, though
without some of its beauty* It seemed at first that
all was taken literally, but I soon found that the
medium and some of the questioners knew that
something from beyond time was expressing itself
in whatever crude symbols they could best under-
stand. I remembered a Sligo visionary who could
neither read nor write and said her fairies were big
or little according to something in her mind* I
began taking notes, piecing together a philosophy
resembling that of the villages and of certain passages
in the Spiritual Diary and Heaven and Hell of Sweden-
borg, and to study natures that seemed upon the
edge of the myth-haunted semi-somnambulism of
Kagawa's first period. Perhaps now that the abstract
intellect has split the mind into categories, the body
into cubes, we may be about to turn back towards
the unconscious, the whole, the miraculous ; accord-
ing to a Chinese sage darkness begins at midday.
Perhaps in my search, as in that first search with
Lady Gregory among the cottages, I but showed a
first effect of that slight darkening*
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